THE GRAIL
he if thik bare-faced baggage hadn't called ! na*nes to me
veace when I gave she a piece o' me mind. Yes. you ma\ work
your chin at me as much as thee Hikes, me lad! Her've none back
where her hasn't to sleep single no more. The\ rsi'cracts be all
the seame! Master Zoyland had only to ruig Lell and call "Nell."
and up she picks her baby, and pop goes the weasel! 1 did me
best for to hold she for 'ee, Mr. Sam; but her only called I
names, and Master Zoyland curst I for a wold bitch."'
Seeing that there was nothing better than this to be got tonight
out of his foster-mother; and too sick at the heart to be able to
endure another stave of "Ding-Dong," Sam wearily went on his
way. Slowly, very slowly, as he returned through the crowded
Sunday-night streets to Manor House Road, past the calm, fa-
miliar tower of St. John's, the influence of his Vision came back
a little; and he had regained enough acquiescence in the decree
of destiny by the time he reached his top floor, to receive a cer-
tain homely comfort from the wild extravagant pleasure with
which the black spaniel, emerging from beneath his bed, leaped
up to lick his hands.
His conscious mind was sad, even to the verge of a sort of
inert despair, from this loss of Nell at the very moment when he
was ready to live with her; but, below his conscious mind, stir-
ring still in the depths of his being, was the feeling: "I can
endure whatever fate can do to me, for I have seen the Grail!"